CHAPTER V.
LABOB.
ON the breaking up of Brook Farm, and the ieease of " The Harbinger," Mr. Ripley was irown altogether on his literary resources. In rery other direction his outlook -was dark. He id made two ventures, neither of which bad .et his anticipations. He had reached the pe-od of life when the thoughts turn backward, "e was poorer than poor, for he was in debt, "is noble wife had lost her faith in the ideas lat had sustained them both in much hardship, id from the point of another creed, the Roan Catholic, regarded the associative experi-ent as unfortunate. What remained to him as himself, his mind, his training, bis power ith the pen, his determination to achieve in ;her fields what he had failed as yet to accom-lish.
His first energies were directed to the task : working himself clear of the pecuniary re-jonsibility for Brook Farm. How great this as cannot now be accurately determined. For man of ample means it would have been tri-nity which concealed a secret sadness so effectually that only the most intimate could suspect its existence. In later life lie told with humor to the writer of these lines how, after an attack of illness which took him away from his office for some weeks, he returned to find the room deserted. "The Harbinger " had ended a promising but precarious existence, and he was without place or employment in the world.
